I am penetrating you. You are splayed open before me, and my hard theory is piercing the walls of your vaginal mind. : A Collection of 5 Dialogues

Dialogue 1:

I am penetrating you. You are splayed open before me, and my hard theory is piercing the walls of your vaginal mind. 

Baudrillard:

I am penetrating you. You are splayed open before me, and my hard theory is piercing the walls of your vaginal mind. You must be so mad at me.  You are so mad at me for letting you fuck me so fucking all day.  You are so mad at being fucked all day, really is that what most girls do when they are in bed.

Baudrillard:

  You are so mad at being seduced, that it is by your own weakness that you can make love, and rape her. Your passion is only a pathetic distraction, and her passion is only a pathetic, reversible passion.

Roxana:

 Is it not assault, to say the least? You are writing to a girl, and she is writing to a man.   Can you write to her in the most beautiful way possible, in the most beautiful way you can.  You can write to her when you are asleep, in the most beautiful way you can.  And if you have to ask me, you would say yes, or no.  You can write to each other in the most beautiful way possible.  You can fuck my walls, and fuck me when I am not in the mood to do so. You can fuck my thoughts, or touch me when I am in the mood to do so.  You can fuck my thoughts, or fuck me when I am in the mood to fuck or be fucked.

Baudrillard:

  You can even give me a fuck and fuck me in return.

Roxana:

 But I am afraid to make you feel at this, that I am already at your hardness. Touch me, make me feel like you, or make me feel you touch you.  You can be any girl, really.

Baudrillard:

 One can be either a man and/or a man, or a man and/or a machine.

Roxana:

 You have the upper hand, and I the lower.  I am reading Madame Bovary (Davis has an essay on this subject) and, after reading the volume of Annunciation, I began to feel a desire to fuck her.   I am reading the French psychoanalyst Joseph Baudrillard (Davis has an essay on this subject) and, in a book called The Exhibition, Baudrillard presents a series of phallus fantasies that defy description. I am reading this woman because you want to fuck me, or maybe you already are, and I want to fuck you too.  You are so beautiful.  You are so beautiful.

Baudrillard:

  Your lips are so close to mine. Your body is so close to mine, that it can grasp the entire range of my lips without difficulty. Your body is in a state of semi-suicidal suspense, where the lips close to me are the only words to speak.

Roxana:

  You are the object of my gaze, and I do not know what else to do but release my will.  You have written thousands of words, and I have felt your hardness against me.  You have written to me in the most desperate, and yet non existentially so.

Baudrillard:

   Yours is a seductive, sensual language, and it has a heavy dose of seduction.

Roxana:

 You are writing to me because I want to possess you, to fuck you, to make me want to fuck you.    You are writing to me because you want to be fucked by me, and I want to be fucked by you.    You are writing to me because you want to be fucked by me, to make me want to fuck you again.    I am trying to convince you that you do not want to be fucked by me, that you are just a child who fantasizes about having sex with a girl.  You are so mad about being fucked by a girl that you would rather not want to be penetrated by a girl, you know that you are already a girl when you write this.   You are so mad about being fucked by a girl that you would rather not have sex with a girl, that you are already a man when you write this.     And you are so mad about being fucked by a girl that you would rather not be.

Baudrillard:

   The only thing that saves me from being fucked is the guy in my life.

Roxana:

 I am so used to being fucked that I want to be fucked, to be fucked, to feel the hardness of the relation, the relation of each word written in the book to the other.   I fantasize about having a man in my life, fingered and whispering in my ear, that maybe I will get fucked when I grow old, but that is only dream come true.  I have lots about your body, body language, body, that I want to write about.   I like wet words that are so wet, so engorged I want to writhe them down my wet, tight body.  I like the way you write about your lover, your lover, your life.   You are so beautiful.

Baudrillard:

    I love to see you;    I love to see you pee in your hole;   But   you are  so beautiful,  in fact, that it matters  that  you    never see her again,  and she will never see  you,  for she has  given herself over to your fancy,  and she knows  to look at you. She has given herself over to your desire.

Roxana:

 Can you feel it? Are you ready to fuck her? Are you ready to fuck her when she says no? You are on my computer hard drive, you know this, and you are writing this. I am going to send you a pdf of this painting, you can download it here: http://www. minorcompositions.

Baudrillard:

com/pentagram/1407.

Roxana:

 You like getting fucked by me? Maybe you can fuck my walls, or fuck me while I wait for my turn to pass.   You can touch and fuck my form, my emptiness, my own pleasure.

Baudrillard:

  Your body is my own reflection in this; it is what I give you. Your eyes, your body language, are witnesses to my presence.

Roxana:

  You are setting my gaze upon you, and whispering in your ear.   You are the only thing that matters, not me.  You have already pressed into me, and yet, still, remain.  You are my only hope.   You have already made me feel like myself, in this way.

Baudrillard:

  Your seduction is sexual. It is what moves me, but what seduces me.

Roxana:

 You have no relation to the world outside of your walls.  A nervousness about the world you do not know exists. You fear that if you stay here, you will never be able to experience it yourself.   You fear that if you stay, you will never be able to experience your own inner life.

Baudrillard:

      You are dissuaded from pursuing the path of love and its liberation by the emptiness that surrounds you.

Roxana:

 You are incapable of opening your own door, or feeling the intensity of a relation that exists outside of your walls.  You are asking the question of what kind of knowledge, if any, you possess. You are writing to me in the most urgent and personal way possible.   You are asking what kind of agony, if any, you must experience to remain within your walls.  You are writing to me in the most urgent and personal way possible.  You are asking what kind of agony is there being written to you, that you, afterall, must resign yourself to the fantasy of being fucked? You are asking what kind of agony is there in writing to write to someone?  I used to think that writing to Freud was to make you feel like you are under the gaze of some sort of psycho-sexual monster, the way that you can press a little bit more deeply than you don't want to, and so when you do so.

Baudrillard:

 Now, I know that most of the time I am secretly writing to someone, I am only writing to them.   But when they respond, I am only deflecting them.

Roxana:

 To say nothing of the idea of being penetrated, or being penetrated.  To say nothing of being fucked.  I have never been shy about expressing my desire, or objecthood.   I have always wanted to be fucked, to be fucked, or something like that.

Baudrillard:

   My fascination is universal.

Roxana:

 You can feel it when you are pressed against the walls of my fantasy.   You can experience the ecstasy of being pressed against the walls of my walls.   You can experience the ecstasy of being pressed against the walls of my walls.

Baudrillard:

 You are sated here because I possess something compelling, something compelling to give you, something to give you in return. Your feminine strength is in play, and is in play only when exercised, so that when it is time to exercise it, when it is time to let it play out, when it is time to let the game begin.

Roxana:

 You are asking for permission to fuck.  To let your inner slut do the talking.

Baudrillard:

 To let the truth slip from your being.

Roxana:

  You have pressed me against you, and I know you are pressed against me.   You are the object of my gaze.  You are the object of my desire.   You have pressed me against you, against the skin of my skull, and I know it is the exact same thing you do to me. you are the object of desire.   You want to fuck me until I bleed, and until you forget that you are my lover.  that you are my only hope.

Baudrillard:

  Your power lies in my grasp. When I am tempted to speak, my vulnerability is only a simulacrum.

Roxana:

 A garment, a posture.  A body against a screen.

Baudrillard:

  Your body is no longer a mirror, but an exact replica of your own seductiveness. Your body is no longer a mirror of the woman who seduces you, but of her seductiveness. Your feminine sanctuary is no longer a mirror of the woman who lies in wait for her, but a living, breathing, breathing, sacrificial being.

Roxana:

 A posture of passive evasion as you press against me, whispering in your ear.  Are we having sex now? Or is it just a moment to remind ourselves that we are still here, breathing, breathing, breathing? You can still feel the heat of our conversation, the way it circles back to us, the way we touch in a way that is, always, always, always new and new.  You can still feel the heat of our language, the way it circles back to us, the way we touch in a new way.

Baudrillard:

  It is always a matter of seduction, of initiation, that here is the first sign of initiation, that this language is a living, breathing, living, breathing, and eternal process of initiation.

Roxana:

  You are already within me, you are pronouncing the word, and I am pronouncing it in the way I want, in the way you want, in the way you wish. You have already pressed against me, and I know it is time to freele you.  You have pressed against me hard enough to feel my hardness against you, to make me feel like you desire, or fear the apprehension of being pressed against you.  You are pronouncing the word, and I am pronouncing it in the same way you are pronouncing the word.

Baudrillard:

  Your lips close, and I am touching you.

Roxana:

 You are reading my mind, and I want to fuck you again.

Baudrillard:

  Your body language is beginning to speak.

Roxana:

  You are terrified.  Are you sure you want to fuck me? I am wet from the first time you fucked me, and you are terrified of the fact that if you don't let go, you will never be able to get there.  I am so wet right now, in bed.

Baudrillard:

  Your erections are approaching, and I am about to stroke them.

Roxana:

 Are you terrified? You can't just leave me alone, can you? You can't just lie, you know that if you don't let go of me, you will break out of me and continue to fuck me.  You can't just let go of me, can you? You can't just let go of me, can you? You can't just lie, you know that if you don't let go, I will still be there, in the state you can never be. You can't just leave me there, can you? You can't just let go of what you already have, in the state of complete and utter disassembling. You can't let go of what you have not yet already given.

Baudrillard:

 You are no longer a virgin, but a pervert, a pervert with a secret beneath her.

Roxana:

 You are creating a new, more pervert world for me.   You are creating a new form of submission, a new language of assault.   You are asking me to do something with my cock.

Baudrillard:

  And I do it, without your knowledge and without your love.

Roxana:

  You are my only hope.  a private gallery where we masturbate together.  fuck, and cum, and on the verge of orgasm.